**We could garrison the press-room for another two
years if the things get through."
While we planned our Christmas dinner, the little
Frenchman with the engaging smile was making other
plans. Pastor Arnefdt had done a little talking, just
enough to tell the Seguridad what they wanted to
know.
It was a bitterly cold night as we walked up Fuen-
carral towards the Embassy; past the black St. Anton
Prison and up to Santa Barbara. Hie cold wind from
the snowy Guadarramas will play tricks with sound,
that night it was more playful than usual; the rifle-foe
from the University City seemed unreasonably near.
"Bo you think the Moors have got in?" I asked Cox.
Two days before a band of twenty of them had pesae-
tmted as far in as the Castellar, before they had been
trapped in a cul-de-sac by a patrol and wiped out
Early risers had been horrified (if such an emotion
were still possible) by the dead Moors sprawkd like
discarded puppets in their long cloaks and turbans in
what had been a respectable city street
WeliadnowishtomeetamaraiKiiBgbaBdofMoors.
It was doubtful whether our Press passes would carry
much weight. Delmer was sceptical 1r*s the wind
you know. The frosty air carries sound ia an amazing
way, I remember-----* He was ait start by a torch
that nearly blinded us after the loog
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